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This book is dedicated to: 
all the women and men who have been scarred by personal 
trauma and are still struggling to be “normal” — 
all the women and men who are constantly searching for 
exhilaration — 


This book is to let you know: 
you are not alone 
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MELANCHOLIA 





FACING THE BEAST 


| don’t laugh very often. 

As a matter of fact, it’s pretty rare. 
So when it does pop up uninvited, 
| lose control— 

all the screws shake loose, 

and | laugh and | laugh, 

until my belly aches, 

and my eyes water, 

and my breathing cuts short, 

and my eyelids close... 

savoring that special moment, 
because | know | won't laugh again 
until the next blue moon. 
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FACING THE BEAST 


Constantly searching for my purpose in life... 
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FACING THE BEAST 


Ever been so sad that your heart ached? 
But not a medical ache— 
An emotional ache— 


You feel the sharp pain in your chest 
and so you know that all of these things in your body 
are indeed intertwined. 


Today | don’t feel any pain. 


Today | sit on a different bench at a familiar park 
writing this poem; 

watching the pigeons; 

hearing a sprinkler; 

waiting until it’s time to head back to work. 


Today | feel nothing. 





FACING THE BEAST 


A familiar car pulls up in the driveway, booming kompa' - 
the baseline reverberating in your chest. 


Man the lifeboats! 

Assemble the life jackets! 

Kill the switch! 

Access DANGER mode! 

Press the panic button! 

Assemble all signs of joy and stuff ‘em in a bag! 
Stop, drop, and roll into a hiding place! 


Beastman’s home. 


1 Compas, or kompa is a dance music and modern 
meringue in Haiti with African roots. 
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FACING THE BEAST 


BEHOLD! 


THE 
BEASTMAN 


He who enters your room at opportune moments and has 
himself a private party. 


He who roars at your mother until her eyes water. 
Fucking Beast! 


Bring out the pitchforks. 


FACING THE BEAST 


My stepfather did not rape me, 
because rape involves penetration, right? 


My stepfather did not rape me. 


Instead he thrust his tongue into my ears, 

and whispered discomfort in my eardrums. 

He snuck into my room when no one was around, 
and used my belly as his personal canvas. 

One time his hand wandered further down, 

and left an ugly mark for months. Filthy fingers. 


My stepfather did not rape me. 


Instead he held me from behind, 

and had me frozen from the stiffness in his pants. 

He exposed himself to me while buttoning his trousers, 
and said | enjoyed it. 


He smirked through it all, and denied it all... 
Through his thirty-two coffee-stained teeth, 
and his putrid cigarette-rotted breath. 

My stepfather did not rape me. 


Too much foreplay— 
Bastard ran out of time. 


FACING THE BEAST 


Funerals are useless gatherings for perfect strangers 

to crash your home and eat all your food, all the while 
boasting about the wonderful person they hardly knew and 
blah blah blah. 


Did you even know his favorite color? 


And here comes the all too familiar 
BULLSHIT SERENADE: 
Of how he’s in a better place and that it was God's will. 


According to the ancient anthology written by a bunch 
of chauvinistic, old horny men over the course of many 
centuries, better known as ‘the Bible,’ “God is a jealous 
God.” 


But how can God be the very thing that is considered a 
sin in the very same book written to spread the word... of 
God??? 

| think God is a hypocrite if you ask me. 

And it is God's will to take people’s lives at any point in 
time, in any given manner, for no particular reason other 


than... his own jealously selfish satisfaction??? 


| think God is a murderer if you ask me. 


FACING THE BEAST 


PEDOPHILE’S GUIDE TO PEDOPHILING SUCCESSFULLY 
THE YOUNG GiRL GUIDE 


1 - Wait patiently for her to bleed like a woman: That way, it 
doesn’t seem so wrong. 


2 - Wean yourself in slowly: Start by touching her belly. That 
seems innocent enough and gives you an excuse to go further 
next time. 


3 - Gain her trust: If you're a parent, pretend that you are the 
more lenient one by allowing her to get away with some things. 


4 - Maintain control: If you’re married, make sure that you are 
the breadwinner in the household so that she depends on you 


always. 


5 - Take advantage when no one is looking: If you are caught, it 
will be easier to deny because there is no proof. 


6 - Make her shop in the ‘Petite Women’ clothes section so that 
you can envision her even more as a matured young woman. 


7 - Have her sit on your lap every chance you get: You get a nice 
arousal and no one will ever suspect a thing. 


8 - Flash yourself as often as you can and grab her from behind 
when she least expects it: Little girls love surprises. 


9 - Keep her away and unavailable to any other prospects: Make 
her undesirable to all boys and men. 


10 - If all goes to shit and she defies you, admit nothing. Deny, 
deny, deny. 
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FACING THE BEAST 
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FACING THE BEAST 


Controlling men on television boil my blood. 
Controlling men in real life tighten my fists. 


SO YES. 


| hate all male bosses, 

and all male cops. 

| hate all male teachers, 

and all male security guards. 


YES. 


| hate all controlling men 
who are bosses and cops, 
and teachers and security guards. 


BUT. 


| especially hate controlling men 
whose names are Josh, 

who fondle with children 

who also call them stepdad. 
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FACING THE BEAST 


Time is a cunt born to terrorize heterosexuals, 
homosexuals, 
bisexuals, 
pansexuals, 
asexuals, 


and everyone else 
in between. 


It comes in and sucks the joy out of our fun— 
sucks the beauty off our youth— 
drains our blood from our veins— 
transforms us into something else. 


Time is a nostalgic whore that brings back painful 
memories; haunts our dreams; waxes our minds; air-dries 
our tears; weakens our bones. 


We never stay in one place for long because as time 
passes, we grow tiresome — tired of our old selves. 


Restless... 


Enough so that the next time nostalgia comes knocking at 
your door with eager anticipation, you respond: 


“Hey, hey you! Quit your obnoxious knocking! 
| don’t live here anymore.” 
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DESTRUCTION 





FACING THE BEAST 


IF 

Then tell me why | rise to crickets 
Instead of the typical cockadoodle of a jolly olly rooster on 
a sunny countryside morning. 


AM 
Explain why | only hear my thoughts and 


NOT the ricocheting laughter of pesky relatives or the loud 
babbling of dear old friends. 


ALONE 


White noise from the small TV playing in the 
background — while | stare blankly at the 
walls — so that | can remember the sound 
of human voices once | finally escape this 
white room in this demented asylum. 
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FACING THE BEAST 


Use! re oll Sitting duds in Satan's playpen. 
(ele oll nae mde cats in Sutan's lboratoru, 


Staring at the clok — 
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FACING THE BEAST 


My stepfather once had a quadruple bypass heart surgery. 
My mother cried. 


Classic case of: 
Battered woman syndrome 


Nurse's prognosis: 
Battered woman syndrome 


Doctor's diagnosis: 
Battered woman syndrome (BWS) 
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FACING THE BEAST 


FACING THE BEAST 


Note to self: 


Before you commit the big deed on the 7th, 
don’t forget to run to the nearest tattoo shop 
to get this quote stamped on both wrists — 


DO NOT REVIVE. 


DO NOT REVIVE. 
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FACING THE BEAST 


At 17 | was diagnosed with a severe case of misanthropy. 
My doctor prescribed: 

-Extensive group therapy 

-Happy pills 


-Stay away from humans until no longer symptomatic 


| decided that group therapy was way too crowded and 
stopped attending after one-third of a session. 


| sold my happy pills to the homeless guy down the block 
from my apartment. 


| used that money to buy an electric fence to keep as many 
humans out as possible. 


The other day my curious neighbor decided to ask me why 
I've barricaded myself from the outside world. 


| replied, deadpan: “Doctor's orders.” 
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FACING THE BEAST 


Otuc K___ 
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FACING THE BEAST 
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FACING THE BEAST 


| think my dreams are my life in subconscious form. 
And perhaps | have some serious weeping to do. 

| think I’m getting sick of these dreams. 

And with every dream, 

my mental state gets thrown ten steps 

backward. 
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FACING THE BEAST 





4, mertal illness 


FACING THE BEAST 


As far as I'm concerned, | was born alone. 
So being a loner makes perfect sense. 


See, loneliness is all | know— 
loneliness is my familiar friend— 
and loneliness is my comfort zone. 


So when a stranger comes knocking, 
threatening my best friend, 

I'll retreat, dig a deep, deep hole 
and protect us both. 


Because I've heard things about those horrible ‘others’: 
the one named Love and the other, Vulnerability, 


among others... 


And let me just say, | want nothing to do with them. 
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FACING THE BEAST 


At this moment, as | am laying on the warm grass in this 
peaceful backyard, 


feeling this sunlight pleasantly burning my closed eyelids 
and smiling lips, 


| cannot help but swiftly wonder: 


if this sunlight brings so much light into my soul, 
what will the moonlight bring once darkness falls? 
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FACING THE BEAST 


Last Sunday | dreamt of my brother 
and he was breathing... 
throughout the entire dream... 


| think I'm making progress. 


| think... 
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~fin~ 
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